Chapter III

A  VAMPIRE   OF  THE  DESERT

ONE morning, Sheik Mitkhal sat in divan, like a sultan,
to administer justice by the patriarchal desert laws.

The dispute was an intimate family matter, involving
the domestic relations of his own nephew and niece, yet
all who had "ears to hear" were summoned to gather at
the great tent.

The nephew, Jerid, a boy of twenty, but already an
important minor sheik in the tribe-group with his own
encampment and fifty warriors, had married a girl of the
El Khour, by name Thirya, two years before. She had
borne him one child, and was now again pregnant.

Thirya, I was told, had been insisting that her husband
take a second wife, and Jerid had persistently refused.
They had quarreled and threatened to separate, but had
agreed to submit their difference to Mitkhal for adjust-
ment.

The party arrived soon after eight o'clock, Jerid with
twenty of his men on horseback; Thirya in a curtained
litter on a white camel, with an old, black serving-woman
on a donkey.

The young wife wore a mantle of heavy, crimson
Baghdad silk (the first Bedouin woman I had ever seen
in other than the trailing robes of rusty black). Broad
silver bracelets circled her arms, and gold coins were
braided in her hair. Her boots were of red Damascus
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